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Prologue: Introduction 


Author's Notes: 
All characters are my own, and the band name is just something | came up with after finding out that there 
was already a band called Burn It Down 


Walking into the room they sit down on the couch, one on the arm of it. Their manager sits on a normal chair, 
waiting for the interviewer to show up before she can leave to sort out the rest of their schedule. They have 


already been made aware of what they shouldn't say, and are keeping it in mind for the time being. 


Not long later the interviewed appears, hurriedly rushing in to get it started. Settling herself down on the chair 


opposite the couch, she gives them a brief smile before taking out a recorder. 


"Hi, my name is Andrea," she introduces, "And what we are going to do today is just get to know you. Little 


questions about your interests, influences and what it is like to be in your band. So who would like to start?" 


The guy sitting on the arm of the couch nominates himself and she begins the interview once turning on the 


recorder. 


"So tell us a bit about yourself,” she begins. 


"Hi, my name is Nathan, but everyone calls me Nate," he says, moving a strand of his dark brown hair away 
from his eyes, "I'm from Ireland and l'm the lead singer." 


"What was it like living in Ireland?" 


"Kind of like living here except wetter. Rain was pretty much the only weather we had. | like living here though, 
it reminds me of home which means | don't get homesick as easily." 


"What are your musical influences?" 

"Elvis, Aerosmith, Bruce Springsteen, Pink Floyd. The Doors too." 
"So what are you interested in?" 

"Movies, art, reading and music." 

"Do you have a girlfriend?" 

"Not since | was lb, and I'm 23 now." 


"Interesting," she concludes before turning to the guy beside him, who is trying to hide behind his blonde hair, 
"Hi." 


"Hi," he replies quietly, "I'm Andy and | play bass." 

"Where are you from?" 

"Im from Philly, originally. We moved here when | was 3 so | dont remember it" 
"And what are your musical influences?" 

"CKY, U2, Black Sabbath, Springsteen too." 

"CKY? Who are they?" 

"They're a band from West Chester" 

"Interests?" 


"Drawing, sight seeing, music." 


"Lovely," she comments, turning to look at the green haired boy beside him. 

"Hello, I'm Sam, | play guitar and sing backing vocals. My influences are the same as Andy and Nate's, but I'm 
not that into Pink Floyd. l'm more into David Bowie, Placebo and foreign bands like Hanoi Rocks. | like creating 
music, lounging around, editing stuff and going on holidays." 

"And I'm Luke, and | play drums," the black haired boy cuts in before the interviewer can, "Like Sammy, l'm into 
foreign bands and the more obscure ones, but also Springsteen, Sabbath and CKY. | enjoy long walks, but not on 
the beach, late nights, hitting my drums, and children. Not in that way, | like looking after them especially since 


| had to look after my sister when my mum was sick" 


"I hope she is OK," she says solemnly, before smiling at them, "a couple more questions. Are you all the same 


age?" 


"Not really, Luke is 24 which makes him the oldest," Nathan says, "I'm the youngest as | just turned 23 a 


month ago." 

'| see," she replies, "Final question. What is it like to be in your band?" 

‘It's good," Luke replies, "We all get on well and very rarely argue. Personally | think we make a good team." 
"l agree," Sam says and Andy nods. 

"Well thank you for your time," she concludes, turning off the recorder, "It was a pleasure to meet you." 
"Same," Nate replies. 


Shaking her hand, they leave the room, a sigh of relief escaping their lips. Grinning at one another, they head 
off to find their manager. 


Prologue: Tearing the band apart. 


Author's Notes: 
This is the proper prologue, the one that will explain the title. The previous one was -as it said- an 


introduction to the characters 


Nathan sits on his bed in the hotel room he is sharing with Sam, head in his hands. Breathing deepily, he runs 
a hand through his hair whilst he holds Luke's glasses ever so carefully in the other. The glasses is the only 
sign of what happened. ‘Why didn't Sam stop us? he thinks, ‘Then Luke wouldn't have left: 


His phone beeps, interrupting his thoughts, but he doesn't look at it, all ready knowing what it says. Lifting his 
phone, wallet and a jacket, he leaves the room and heads over to the lift. His dark green eyes are missing their 
usual shine, and he rubs them tiredly. Pressing the button for the lift, he leans against the wall and turns the 


glasses over in his hands as he waits. 


He walks in, presses the button and resumes his previous position before noticing his reflection in the mirror 
on the wall of the lift. Stepping towards it, he attempts to fix his hair but gives up when it goes flat again. 
‘Where's a comb when you need one? he thinks irritably, a slight growl escaping his lips just as the lift gets to 
the ground floor. Exiting, he heads to the meeting room. His manager spots him and gives him an unimpressed 


look before noticing how run down he is. 

"Later," he murmurs, passing her to enter the room. 

His band member's eyes land on him, disappointment (Sam), worry (Andy) and indifference (Luke) evident in 
their expressions. No one speaks, just continues with what they where doing whilst Nathan walks over to a 
table against the wall. Turning, he waits until Luke looks up before gently shaking his glasses then sets them on 
the table. A nod is all he gets in reply and Nathan sighs, sitting down and humming some pop song he has 
stuck in his head. 

"Cascada? Really Nate?" Sam questions. 

"Yes really," Nathan replies, "Seriously Sammy have you never wanted to sing ‘Everytime We Touch'?" 


"Definitely not," he replies, "We are a punk rock band remember?" 


"Everytime we touch | get this feeling/ And everytime we kiss | swear | can fly!" Nathan sings in response, 


rather quietly and sadly, "Need you by my side." 


"Quit it," Luke snaps having just put on his glasses, "I don't want it stuck in my head." 


"Luke you ok?" Sam asks, curious as to why Luke isn't acting like normal. 
"| have a headache," he replies, "Mustve drunk too much last night" 


"Ironic isn't it, that you're the one who will be making the most noise?" Nathan comments, tilting his head 


slightly. 


"Shut up Nate," Luke replies with a glare. 


